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language. He called my musical haul basura, garbage, or worse, basura
de basura, garbage of garbage. By obvious inference, I was a musical
garbage collector.

Otto's nose was, however, far less sensitive to the basura of the past,
provided it was well petrified. Rummaging in a second-hand book shop
in Mexico City, I came across a stack of manuscripts by one Hermann
Roessler, which I purchased for the sum of six Mexican pesos. From the
inscriptions on the music, I gathered that Roessler was a German musician
who came to Mexico City with the Emperor Maximilian. The successive
dedications of his compositions, first to the exalted personages of the
Imperial Court of Mexico, then to the victorious generals of the Revolu-
tion, and lastly to the Inspector of a School for Senoritas, told the mel-
ancholy decline of Roessler's fortunes. Some of his piano pieces were
printed editions. I particularly relished the cover design for two Noc-
turnes entitled respectively For Mama's Birthday and For Papa's Birth-
day, showing a well-behaved female child performing at the piano, while
a dignified Papa, ornamented with a Vandyke beard, stands by con-
tentedly, with an adoring Mama reposing her coiffured head on his
shoulder. Roessler's music was basura of the first water, but Otto Mayer-
Serra was fascinated by its bland naivete. He was genuinely grateful to
me when I presented the whole collection of Roessleriana to him as a
token of intermusicological solidarity.

ELUSIVE  EDITIONS

Music publishing is a prolific business in Latin America. There is a
tremendous and varied output of published music. However, it is not
always easy to collect the fruits of this cornucopia. There is a word in the
Spanish language that I have come to abhor: it is agotado, exhausted, or
out of stock. It greeted me everywhere, from Brazil to Costa Rica, from
Cuba to Chile. It seemed to me that the mysteriously unavailable music
could not possibly be of interest to more than a handful of people like
myself, bent on the discovery of obscure bibliographical material. How
had such esoteric editions become exhausted? Were they actually sold out,
or only lost in the shuffle? How many people, for instance, could be
interested in purchasing lithographed excerpts from an Italianate opera
by the late Peruvian composer, Valle-Riestra? Yet I could not get any
copies in Lima, and had to beg one from a friend of the Valle-Riestra
family.

On the eve of my departure from Buenos Aires I found out that the